England

THIS royal throne of kings, this scepter'd isle,
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise,
This fortress built by Nature for herself
Against infection and the hand of war,
This happy breed of men, this little world.
This precious stone set in the silver sea,
Which serves it in the office of a wall
Or as a moat defensive to a house,
Against the envy of less happier lands,
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England.

William Shakespeare-

To the Ladybird

LADY-BIRD 1   Lady-bird!   fly away home;
The field-mouse is gone to her nest,
The daisies have shut up their sweet sleepy eyes,
And the bees and the birds are at rest.

Lady-bird !    Lady-bird ! fly away home ;

The glow-worm is lighting her lamp,

The dew's falling fast, and your fine speckled wings

Will be wet with the close-clinging damp.

Lady-bird !    Lady-bird 1 fly away home ;

The fairy-bells tinkle afar ;

Make haste, or they'll catch you, and harness you fast,

With a cobweb to Oberon's car.

Anon.

Tine TKrusd's Nest

WITHIN a thick and spreading hawthorn bush
That overhung a molehill large and round,
I heard from morn to morn a merry thrush
Sing hymns to sunrise, and I drank the sound
With joy ; and often, an intruding guest,
I watched her secret toil from day to day-
Mow true she warped the moss, to form a nest,
And modelled it within with wood and clay ;
And by and by, like heath bells gilt with dew,
There lay her shining eggs, as bright as flowers,
Ink-spotted over shells of greeny blue ;
And there I witnessed in the sunny hours,
A brood of Nature's minstrels chirp and fly,
Glad as the sunshine and the laughing sky.

John Clare.

